Blind Trust & Twisted Love 


by DragonRaiderl 997 


Category: How to Train Your Dragon 
Genre: Adventure, Suspense 
Language: English 

Characters: Astrid, Hiccup, OC, Toothless 

Status: In-Progress 

Published: 2015-10-30 06:08:24 

Updated: 2015-11-04 02:05:16 

Packaged: 2016-04-27 10:46:31 

Rating: T 

Chapters : 2 

Words : 12,588 

Publisher: www.fanfiction.net 

Summary: A Nest, a village. A meeting, of fate. When scale meets 
flesh, a bond between no relate. And when the truth is revealed, and 
light shined on the shadow, will they flee, or will they fly? Save 
the others, or save themselves? When a battle of fire and wings 
beating breaks out, viking and dragons, finally see eye to 
eye . 


1. How It All Started 

**A/N: Hi everyone! I just wanted to say that my previous account was 
**Ice Warriorl 0 1 * * , and I might use that account again, but I also 
may not. I also wanted to say that this story is not a redo of The 
Prophecy of Magic, for all of you who read it before I deleted it, 
this is actually a kind of redo of the movie, but with an awesome 
twist that I don't think anybody else has come up with. So anyway, PM 
me if you have any questions, and R&R! Enjoy!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strong>Blind Trust &amp; Twisted Love<strong> 

**Chapter One: How It All Started** 

_Created By_ 

_DragonRaiderl 997_ 

Our Nest. 

A volcano, lava bubbling up to the surface every few years, but it 
never spills over the top. It's waiting-waiting for the right moment 
to explode and send ash and smog everywhere, to froth over the sky 
with black snow and send rocks tumbling down its mountainside. Thick 
white snow covers the opposing side of the volcano, sleet and ice 
hidden under the trees and vegetation that grows there from the mix 



of heat and cold, the frost cooling the volcano's glowing embers in a 
protest of time. 

Despite its looks, many think of it as a paradise. It has wildlife, 
just not very much, but its bushes and berries seem most inviting, 
and small rodents skitter amongst its shrubs and foliage. That's 
probably one of the reasons most dragons don't try to fly away when 
they see it. That, and they're too far gone in Her dark melody to 
ever think about turning back. Any attempts of escape are thwarted by 
Her, a dark fog in your mind or a shallow whisper in your ear, always 
dragging you back to the island. 

Our Queen is the Red Death. She is like a dragon never known, a 
powerful, _massive_ beast, armored in spines and a hide so thick that 
even the lava pit She dwells in can't kill Her. Her song is ever 
going, a buzz in our heads that never dies down, a ringing in our 
ears that is constantly there, and a hum that reverberates through 
our scales and never leaves. It violates our thoughts and forces us 
to act out against our will, making us Her's. No longer are we 
independant, only mere tools for Her using. 

The majority of the dragons living on the island are the more common 
ones. Rock Eaters, Preeners, Twin Spitters, Scavengers, Fire Scalers, 
Illusions, and even a small group of Smoke Billowers. Under Her 
control is one Lightning Splitter, and it is said that She used to 
have a horde of Stone Hides before they tried flying away, they were 
never seen again. I've never even seen a Scorch Marker or a Cloud 
Cutter, only ever heard stories, but some say they're real. 

But I can't keep track of all the dragons that come into the Nest, 
it's too hard, because there are too many. Everyday at least ten new 
dragons succumb to Her dark song, what She likes to call 'fresh 
meat'. The only way She keeps order is by grouping us all into 
separate divisions, where a random leader is selected and sends us 
out to raid the land of the two-leg every night, taking what food we 
can manage to steal and feeding it to Her when we get back. She 
doesn't tell us how to feed ourselves, so we hunt and fish, only 
barely managing to get by everyday. 

The life we live is cruel and unfair, but for those who seek escape 
are called back by Her whispers and never seen again, others have 
even killed themselves, to save themself and their hatchlings from 
the horror of it all. Those who have survived so far only have done 
so by the unity of the Nest, and by the bond we have created with one 
another over the years. Every lightfall, when the sun starts sinking 
down into the ocean and the moon rises, we sing. There is no roaring 
or squawking, no screeching and no barks of anger, only 
humming . 

Some dragons chur, I know Preeners are ones who prefer to chirp, and 
I myself have even warbled a few times. I remember once where a group 
of Rock Eaters sang loudly of fish and elk, the rest of the dragons 
adding in their favorite foods and animals they loved to hunt. It 
made us hungry afterwards, but it was worth it. I don't know what the 
two-legged's sing about, but mostly we sing of faraway paradises and 
lands, filled with lush forests where all dragons are free to live 
content and happy and alone-without the Red Death, or _any_ Queen for 
that matter. 


But it is just what it is: a time of singing for false hope, and 



eventually when all the dragons fall asleep one by one, each one 
lulled to rest by the humming of the others, there is no one left to 
sing, and the illusions ends. Just like how it has ended now. My ear 
flaps flick, the tips shooting up towards the sky as I listen to the 
eerie silence as it starts creeping out from the shadows. The last 
dragon has just fallen asleep and the air is still, void of any 
humming. I look down from the perch of my ledge, my sharp vision 
watching as hundred of scaly chests rise and fall. 

I let out my own breath, fog gathering in front of my muzzle as it 
tints red with the lava's hue. Heat nips at my scales but cold air 
stabs at my lungs, making me let out a loud snort as I scrape my 
claws against the scraggly rock I rest on. My ear flaps swirl wildly 
as I pick up the sound of a dragon snoring, my eyes catching the 
twitch of a paw as a Rock Eater rolls over, grunting as its tongue 
lolls out of the side of its mouth. I tilt my head in curiousity, ear 
flaps ruffling against the still air. 

Lightfall has long since passed, and moonhigh is at its peak. Dark 
shadows play against the stone walls of the volcano, illuminated by 
the ominous glow of the lava pit where the Red Death dwells. I can 
hear Her snores, each breath shaking the island as a few pebbles fall 
out of place, skittering past my paw as I watch them tumble down off 
the ledge of where I lay. Her dreams are like whispers in the back of 
my head. Her hold on me never letting up, always there, as if I need 
a reminder that my will is no longer mine. 

I can feel the scales on the back of my neck raise like hackles at 
the thought, my ear flaps falling flat against the back of my head as 
my eyes shrink into slits, a guttural hiss slipping past my fangs as 
I snarl into the silent night. A lone Scavenger rouses, blinking 
slowly as he lets out an annoyed grunt, obviously angry at being 
awoken so suddenly. I immediately still, my ear flaps shooting up to 
point towards the sky as I wait until he falls back to rest. When he 
does I relax, ruffling my wings at my sides in exhaustion. 

I look up, staring out of the hole at the top of the volcano. My eyes 
scan over the stars that litter the sky, as if a great dragon had 
once tried to flame the heavens and the hot sparks of his fire were 
the only things that remained. I let out a coo of wonderment, the sky 
is always more alive at moonhigh. After a second I look away from the 
stars, standing up as I stretch my legs and dig my claws into the 
hard rock under my paws, my maw opening in a large yawn as I stretch 
my tongue out to lick the top of my snout. 

I'm jostled from my spot as a roaring hum shoots out from the lava 
pit, waking the dragons from their rest as a group of pebbles scamper 
down the other ledges. I stand back up, a growl slipping past my maw 
as I stare slits at the massive pit, my eyes trying to see past the 
thick volcanic smog but to no avail. All the dragons stand, 
stretching their legs and wings as some shoot off into their 
divisions. I ruffle my wings too, stretching them out as the tips 
just barely graze the stone walls boarding my ledge. It's raiding 
time . 

I shoot myself upwards with a powerful wing stroke, twirling in 
midair as I savor the feeling of air rushing past my scales. Tucking 
my wings at my sides I do a quick dive, closing my eyes as the ground 
rushes at me. Snapping my wings open at the last second I catch air, 
gliding down to my division smoothly as I land gently on my paws, my 



ear flaps flickering as I listen to the other dragons sorting 
themselves out in their own groups. I open my eyes once more as a 
hush falls over the Nest. We're ready. 

I look back over my shoulder, my ear flaps erect as I scan the horde 
of dragons standing behind me. I'm missing two in my division, I'd 
lost them in the last raid. I let my ear flaps flicker in anger, but 
hold back a growl so that the others don't hear. I can't think about 
that now, I have a job to do. I couldn't save those other two, but If 
I focus, I can make sure that this raid goes without any deaths. I 
snort in confirmation, the sound making all eyes turn towards me. 

lAnother raid, another night: I say, humming lowly. _ : : Let ' s get 
this over with::_ 

It's all the dragons in my division need to get hyped up, and before 
I know it ears are flicking and swirling wildly in anticipation and 
impatience. I ruffle my wings, leaning my head back as I look back up 
at the opening on the head of volcano, what we dragon's call Freedom, 
even though we can never leave, not with Her constantly inside our 
heads. I'm snapped out of my thoughts as She starts whispering words 
into my mind, a warning: we'd better leave soon. I let out a 
screeching roar, catching the attention of the other 
dragons . 

Whipping out my wings I thrust myself up into the air, shaking away 
the dark buzz in my mind as I try to focus on my division. The other 
dragons follow my lead, the leaders of the other divisions doing the 
same. I let out another roar, shooting up towards the top of the 
volcano as I pass through Freedom in a blaze of speed and wind. 
Immediately cold wind hits me, making me shiver in my scales as my 
ear flaps quiver in excitement. This is the only time we get to be 
away from Her, even if only for a short amount of it. 

As the rest of my dragons file out behind me, the other divisions 
follow. The last dragon of my division disappears into the night with 
a whistle, taking to the dark sky as cover. No one's ever really seen 
him before, he keeps to himself and sticks to the shadows, talking to 
no one. He's like a soldier, following the Red Death's orders without 
complaint and watching over the other dragons like their his own 
hatchlings, but he's never interacted with anyone else. All anyone's 
ever seen of him are his eyes, sharp green shards of glass that glow 
in the dark night . 

I can feel my scales prickle uneasily as I watch him fly around in 
the night sky, only keeping up with his quick movements by the 
blacking out of stars every time he passes in front of them. No one 
else can identify what breed of dragon he is, but I know, I can see 
it in his eyes, he's a Nightcrawler . It's a rare breed as it is, and 
he's most likely the last of his kind. I've heard that Nightcrawlers 
never flock, and only stay with another of their kind when they're 
hatchlings, I wonder if that's why he keeps to himself. 

I'm ripped from my thoughts as the division after mine flies out of 
Freedom, led by Flashfleck, the single Lightning Splitter that makes 
up part of the rarer dragon section of the Nest. As soon as he shoots 
out of Freedom, clouds gather in the sky, lightning shooting down 
from them and thunder clapping loudly as the lightning wraps around 
his body, an extra armor coating his tough scales as he gives out a 
loud roar. My ear flaps fall flat against the back of my head and I 
roar back, snorting as I glare at him. This Nest needs leaders, not 



showof f s . 


He stares slits at me but turns towards his division, shooting off in 
the opposite direction of me as his dragons follow. Next flying out 
of Freedom is Embersky, a young Preener. Her scales are a bright 
green, like the shade the sky turns every lightfall, not pink or 
orange, just green. Behind her neck and paws sprout out a purplish 
color, and her eyes glow a cyan blue. She's a kind dragon, younger 
than me, and cares about her division unlike any other dragon before 
her. I give her a nod as our eyes lock. 

She nods back, flying up to me as we quickly share a nose, which is 
really when two dragons press their snouts together. I watch her as 
she lets out a loud squawk, flying away as she leads her dragons to 
their assigned two-legged Nest. Following her is Gloryfire, a massive 
Monstrous Nightmare who with his wingspan, can barely fit through 
Freedom. His body is covered in mostly black, orange and red seeping 
out from under his wings and paws. He grunts at me in good luck, and 
I press my snout against his hide as he flies by. 

His dragons follow him and I watch as the last division pours out of 
Freedom. Their leader is Skydancer, another Preener. Her scales are 
colored the darkest purple I've ever seen, pink and light blue 
peeking out from under her chin and covering the front half of her 
muzzle, green sprouting out from her underbelly and the tips of her 
wings. She cocks her head to the side and squawks at her division, 
turning around as she guides them off into the distance, disappearing 
from view quickly. 

I watch as she leads her division off into the distance from above, 
the whistle of their wings slicing through the chilly air the only 
sound they make. After a second I look away, turning to face my own 
division as I let out a roar, and shoot off into the distance. I can 
hear the beating of my dragons' wings as they follow me, the inhales 
and exhales of them making my ears swirl in different directions, a 
shallow roar making my ear flaps crinkle against my skull. I shake my 
head, taking in a deep breath of fresh night air. 

My gaze flickers down to the clear ocean water below me. I speed past 
the water, but the reflection stays the same. A few ripples make the 
image of me and my dragons disoriented, but I can still make out each 
and every one of them clearly. For a split second I look up, trying 
to spot the Nightcrawler but only hearing the shrill whistle of his 
wings. I look away, shaking my head as my ear flaps slap the sides of 
my neck. A sharp intake of air brings the scent of the sea to the 
roof of my mouth and I taste it, my blood rushing at the smell of 
fresh cod. 

I blow out a puff of air, banishing the scent as I scold myself. It's 
time to focus, not fantasize about food. I blink, my sharp vision 
making out the outline of a far off island. Green shrubs and towering 
trees are clustered on the large piece of land, the smell of woodland 
prey already filling my nostrils. It's a good sized island, not quite 
big enough to fit all the dragons in my Nest, but it would be a good 
place for a dragon to settle down on. Too bad it's the island we're 
going to raid. I squint, just making out the wooden Nests of the 
two-leg ' s . 

I throw a shrill warble over my shoulder, high pitched and loud._ 
::We're nearing the island, be ready: Silence overcomes my division 



and the dragons all quiet down, the only sound we make the beating of 
our wings and our still breaths. The island comes closer into view 
and I hum. _::Just like last time. Toughlump, lead your pack to the 
west, Firestar, take your ' s to the east. My pack, we fly above: I 
swoop upwards, watching as Toughlump and Firestar take their small 
group of dragons away. 

Toughlump is a Rock Eater, her thick hide a dark brown that blends in 
just right with the darkness of the night. Her small wings beat fast, 
making a loud buzzing sound, and the rest of the dragons following 
her use the noise as a cover for their wing beats. I avert my gaze to 
Firestar, a smaller female Monstrous Nightmare, with blood red scales 
and speckles of black that tint her hide in a spray of small dots, 
bright orange cresting around her eyes, the front of her muzzle, and 
under her large wings. 

I can feel the presence of my part of the division behind me and I 
sail forward, taking cover higher in the dark sky as my dragons 
follow. I watch the others below me with a flickering gaze, making 
sure that they're in position. My ear flaps flicker ever so slightly 
as I pick up the swooshing of the Nightcrawler flying above me, 
keeping his distance even though I can feel his gaze looking over all 
the dragons just as intently as mine. It almost makes me want to 
growl, but I clench my throat and push it down, my tail lashing in 
irritation . 

A low hum in my mind makes my ear flaps perk up, my attention 
momentarily drawn away from the Nightcrawler. :My pack is ready: 
It's Toughlump, her voice low and gentle, like a wise elder. Soon 
after, Firestar confirms that her pack is also ready, and I snort in 
confirmation as I too connect my thought links with them, humming 
lowly as my tail swishes slowly behind me. _: :My pack is ready. We 
attack on my signal: :_ 

I quickly connect my thought link with my whole division, which is 
actually quite hard. Some dragons aren't as mentally strong as 
others, and when they try to use their links for a long period of 
time or try to spread their links too far, they fall into a fit of 
delusions and sickness. That's why some dragons don't communicate 
using their links, and talk with growls and churs . I, on the other 
hand, had to learn how to stretch my links far and wide from a young 
age, since I've been leading a division since I was practically a 
hatchling, and now it's as easy as instinct. 

As my thought link connects to the minds of all the dragons in my 
division, I can start to hear ghostly whispers in the back of my 
head: their thoughts. As my link is accepted by the others the 
whispers explode into the racing thoughts of my dragons, the words 
jumbled and twisted together and loud. Since my link is the only one 
being used by them they can hear only me and not each other, but I 
can hear all of them. My head starts to throb as a dull pain enters 
my head, and I wince in protest. 

_::Calm down, and be quiet, I need room in my head to think too::_ 

The loud shouts of the other dragons in my head suddenly run quiet, 
and a faint buzz in the back of my mind is all I need to know that 
they're still connected to my link and haven't separated. I give my 
head a good shake, snorting as hot smoke buffs out from my nostrils. 
_:: Alright, you all know what to do. Firestar, lead your dragons in 
first, distract the Vikings. Toughlump, your pack goes for the food. 



I'll lead my group to attack from above: 

Firestar and Toughlump confirm my thoughts and I nod, knowing they 
can't see me, especially since my ebony scales blend in perfectly 
with the night sky. I don't know why, but I suddenly look up, letting 
a low growl rumble from deep within my chest as my eyes lock onto the 
flying silhouette of the Nightcrawler . iNightcrawler, I need you to 
take out those catapults immediately, no waiting this time. I want 
this raid to be quick, in and out::_ The dragons around me all give 
me weird looks, some shocked. 

There's only silence, but after what seems like eons I hear a low 
growl of confirmation from above me. My pack looks up wildly, their 
ears pricked. Mine shoot up to point at the skies too, that's the 
first time any of us have ever heard him talk. I stare dumbly at the 
dark sky, but soon shake it off. We have a two-legged Nest to raid. 
I'm really the only one who calls them two-legs, all the other 
dragons call them Vikings. I force the thought away with a flick of 
my left ear flap, my eyes roving over the wooden Nests perched on the 
island . 

With a deep breath I throw my head back, unleashing a thundering roar 
as the dragons around me go into a blur of motion. Wings beating 
furiously, hearts pumping, breaths loud and ragged, it all rushed at 
me, filling my senses as my ear flaps swirl and swivel wildly. My 
eyes catch sight of Firestar and I watch as she leads her pack on the 
attack of the two-legged Nest, her dragons spitting out fire from 
their maws and flaming the land. I divert my attention to Toughlump 
and her pack, watching as they snatch up sheep and fish. 

Two-legs come pouring out of the largest wooden Nest resting at the 
highest point of the land, their beefy pink paws holding weapons as 
their removable horns are covering their heads. My ear flaps fall 
flat against my head as the two-legs try to mimic our roars in 
defiance, many of them swinging around their sharp blades. I lift my 
snout and sniff the air, my eyes shrinking into slits. It's unnatural 
how the two-legs don't release a fear scent when they see us, only 
the hatchlings, and sometimes not even them. 

A loud roar interrupts my thoughts and I whip my head to the side, my 
eyes catching sight of a Rock Eater from Firestar 's pack attacking a 
younger adult two-leg as a distraction, a group of Preeners swiftly 
making off with prey in the grip of their claws not to far away. I 
croon, happy to see my dragons working together so perfectly. You 
know, if the Red Death weren't around, and we were all part of a 
clan, we would be pretty dangerous. All of us are already expert 
hunters, and some of the dragons could be fighters- 

_No._ I growl lightly at myself, rebuking the thought. The idea has 
passed through my mind a few times before, but I know it's a lie that 
I insist on telling myself, a false hope-like Freedom. We will never 
be rid of Her, ever. I shake my head, my ear flaps drooping slightly, 
I need to stop lying to myself. All previous thoughts soon vanish 
from my mind as a shrieking whistle slices through the air, echoed by 
an eerie whoosh as the Nightcrawler goes into a deadly dive, a 
purplish blue plasma blast shooting from his mouth. 

My ear flaps go erect as my nose twitches, my eyes following the 
trail of the plasma blast as it hits its target. The wooden structure 
of the catapult immediately crumbles, splintering into small pieces 



as the two-leggeds who were on it jump off with loud roars of anger 
and urgency, some landing in the dark ocean water below, bellowing at 
the ice cold feeling of it as they swim to their shores. I snort, fog 
gathering in front of me as I let out a warbling laugh. These punny 
two-legs always make me crack up. 

I divert my attention to the Nightcrawler , the sound of his wings 
slicing through the air growing fainter as he swoops away from the 
now destroyed catapult and back to the safety of the dark skies. Not 
a second later he sharply turns and makes his way towards the second 
structure. It's empty, no two-legs around and no rocks set in its 
grip to shoot at us. My tail thrashes in finality, this raid will be 
over soon. I look away from the Nightcrawler, leaving him to his work 
as I shoot off higher into the sky. 

Cold air rushes at me, invisible claws raking across my scales as I 
purr in delight, closing my eyes. I only open them once more as I 
spin in midair and do a dive, unfurling my wings only slightly so 
that I balance myself out. Opening my maw wide I quickly scan the 
two-legged Nest, trying to find a suitable target. My eyes land on a 
nearby catapult, still standing. Usually it's the Nightcrawler who 
takes the catapults out, but I did say I wanted this raid to be 
quick, so I might as well help him pick up the pace. 

I can feel heat growing in the back of my throat, purple tinted smoke 
slowly billowing out from the corners of my mouth and my flaring 
nostrils. A high pitched whistle starts up, and my ear flaps twitch 
as I hear the same sound come from the Nightcrawler not to far away. 
The two-legs scream a warning, ducking as they throw their large paws 
over their head and close their eyes. I snap my wings open, catching 
air as the plasma blast leaves my mouth in a hot explosion of purple 
f ire . 

Twisting my body around I swoop back up into the night sky, my tongue 
lolling out of the side of my mouth as I press my wings back against 
my flank, snapping them open when I'm a few feet above the ocean. 
Tilting my body slightly the tip of my wing slices through the dark 
water below me, the reflection of the moon rippling and becoming 
blurred. I look around, my eyes trying to locate the Nightcrawler. A 
snapping sound makes my ear flaps go erect, and I whip my head to the 
side . 

I just barely catching sight of a web of vines as it shoots out from 
nowhere, entangling the Nightcrawler as he lets out a surprised 
shriek. I let out one of my own, my eyes wide as my wings flap numbly 
by my sides, and before I know it, I'm surrounded by water. My roars 
are muffled by the cold liquid, small bubbles escaping my mouth and 
surrounding me like an annoying flock of Scavengers. Dragons can 
breathe under water, but not for very long. I force myself to calm 
down, and soon, I'm following the trail of bubbles up to the 
surface . 

As I break through the surface I try flapping my wings, pushing off 
with a strong wing stroke as I burst into the sky. Droplets roll and 
tumble off my black scales, the cold air freezing the water onto my 
claws and tips of my wings. I shake it off, pumping my fire inside of 
me as I heat myself up. Finally I stop flying, hovering in place with 
bewildered and dumbfounded expression on my face. My eyes find the 
place in the sky where he was downed. Never, ever, had a two-leg even 
come close to shooting him down. 



A flash of movement catches my eye. On the edge of the island stands 
a two-leg hatchling, his small pink paws thrown up in the air. My ear 
flaps rotate so that I can can hear his happy chirps, a dumb grin on 
his flat muzzle and his green eyes glowing. The sight makes me snarl, 
my top lip pulling back as my sharp fangs glint dangerously in the 
moonlight. I catch sight of an odd device in front of him. I've seen 
a type of weapon like that before, long ago when I led a different 
division, but they were smaller. 

I think hard, trying to remember what the other two-leggeds used it 
for. It comes to me, and in a flash my eyes shrink into slits. It was 
_him!_ That punny two-leg hatchling shot Nightcrawler down! I growl 
loudly, heat once again building up at the back of my throat. Smoke 
billows out of my nostrils, seeping out from the cracks in between my 
fangs as anger boils inside my blood. I swear that I see red, my 
nostrils flaring. I _hate_ him! I _hate_ that he hurt one of my 
dragons! I want to_ flame his face off!_ But I know I can't, I have 
to find the Nightcrawler first. 

Reluctantly, I clench my throat and let my plasma blast die out, 
quickly barking at the dragon nearest to me, which just so happens to 
be Firescale, a Monstrous Nightmare. _ ::Take care of him: I snort, 
glaring at the hatchling. He follows my gaze and nods at me, swooping 
down towards the island as he slowly crawls up the side of the ledge 
the two-leg's on. I watch him as he crushes the hatchling's device 
with his large paw, my ears flaps twitching at the sound of 
Firescale 's snarl. I would love to stay and watch, but I have a 
Nightcrawler to find. 

Turning away I shoot up into the sky, my wings slicing through the 
air as a low whistling sound echoes me. The ocean below me suddenly 
gives away to land, and I have to quickly flap my large wings so that 
I raise myself higher and don't crash into the treetops that just 
barely skim my underbelly. My eyes search the ground, the shrubs and 
foliage covering the land below me blurring into a sea of green, 
rabbits and squirrels that dart around flashing like fishes with the 
moonlight that bounces off their fur coats. I snort in disdain, 
unsatisfied by what I see. 

I send my ear flaps rotating, swiveling from side to side wildly as I 
try to pick up on any hint that he's close by. Tilting my wings I do 
a downwards swoop, trying to get closer to the ground so that I can 
see everything better, but soon the tight knit position of the forest 
pine trees leaves me with two choices: fly, or land. I quickly tuck 
my wings in at my sides, landing softly. I thrust my muzzle in the 
air, opening my maw as I taste the various scents around me. My eyes 
widen as I sense an unfamiliar smell, cold and musky, with a hint of 
ash and debri hidden just under it. 

I start running, leaping over bushes and logs as I near a suddenly 
slope. It's a small one, but a tree right next to it is snapped in 
half, as if something fell on it. The ground in front of me is 
upturned and messy, twigs and clumps of grass ground deep in the dark 
soil as scratch marks scars some of the fallen branches. I sniff 
again, and this time the scent is stronger, almost overwhelming. 
Slowly, I walk forward, one paw in front of the other. I crouch down 
low, tightening up my leg muscles as I leap over into a small 
clearing, landing on a rock. I almost gasp. 



He's black-pitch black, like a dark shadow cut out from a smooth slab 
of ebony stone, his scales glinting in the rising sunlight. His eyes 
are open, shards of clean cut green ice piercing through my very 
soul, making my scales tingle uncomfortably. I can see his muscles 
that ripple with every rise and fall of his broad chest, his thick 
wings tethered to his sides by the two-legged vines, though I know 
that they would be massive if unfurled. My eyes dart to his tailfins, 
and I can feel my blood run cold at the sight. 

His left tailfin is gone, cleanly cut from the tip of his tail as if 
quickly snipped off by a single bite from the sharp fangs of the Red 
Death. There are a few rough stubby bumps outlining where the tear 
was, dried blood already clotting to seal off the wound, red staining 
the black scales of his tail and splattered across the ground in 
crimson speckles. I take in a sharp breath, and for the first time I 
notice the sour scent of blood that hangs in the air. It makes my 
lungs sting, my throat clenching as the tangy smell fills my 
nostrils . 

My eyes rove back up his body, my sharp vision suddenly just catching 
sight of the red that stains some parts the two-legged vines that 
entangle his limbs, some of his ebony scales cracked and ripped from 
where the vines had chafed against him too hard. And then it's just 
as if everything comes rushing at me. Suddenly I can see scars, old 
and fresh that litter his body, one across the side of his neck, 
another curling around his hind leg, one hidden beneath a ridge under 
one of his wings, and a faint one directly on his snout. 

My stomach turns and I can feel my sharp claws dig into the rock 
below me, sinking into the stone as I know it will leave deep 
imprints. I guess I should've expected that he would have wounds, old 
and new. I mean I do, from all the battles I've fought and the 
scuffles I've had to engage in to stay alive, but to see him like 
that, while held to the ground like the common two-leg cattle. It's 
almost like a last showing, the fate of a dragon in all it's majesty 
before it's slaughtered. Immediately, a low growl slips from my 
throat at the very thought . 

The Nightcrawler looks at me, eyes wide, but emotionless. He's not 
scared, not hopeful, just blank-blank and dark, like the night skies 
he always flew in. But he won't be able to fly anymore, I know that. 
His left tailfin is completely gone, and it'll be decades before he 
can grow one back, so then what? He won't be able to return to the 
Red Death, so I guess that's good. But no downed dragon ever lasts 
long, he won't survive without the ability to fly, especially not 
while so close to a two-legged Nest, with no means of escape. 

I meet his eyes again, vibrant green clashing with pulsing purple. He 
snorts at me, nostrils flaring, and for the first time ever since he 
first joined my division, I see a sliver of fear worming its way into 
those piercing, forest green orbs. Taking a deep breath, I slowly 
jump off my rock and cautiously extend my thought link towards him. I 
don't think he notices at first, and a confused look flickers across 
his face, but after a few second his eyes go wide. I don't know how I 
expected him to respond, but roaring in fury and snapping his razor 
sharp teeth at me wasn't it. 

Startled and driving by instinct I roar back, my eyes sharpening at 
the edges as I nip at one of his ear flaps. They look exactly like 
mine, except that mine are sharper at the tips, and now he's missing 



a piece of his. He roars in pain, growling at me as blood drips from 
his ear. I snarl in his direction, my top lip pulling back 
grotesquely. We stare at each other for a long while, our claws 
unsheathed as I spread my wings out in intimidation. Finally, I 
snort, the cold night air around me morphing into warm morning air 
that fogs in front of my muzzle. 

I try to connect my thought link to his again, but I can feel him 
resisting, and a low growl slips from the cracks in between his sharp 
fangs. I'm about to result to grunting and churring to talk with him, 
but then a snapping of a twig makes both of our ear flaps shoot up 
instantly. I look over my shoulder, eyes wide as I sniff the air. My 
claws dig deep into the soil as I taste the scent: two-leg. Without 
thinking I dive behind a nearby bush, hiding myself as I blend in 
with the dark foliage. My ear flaps prick as I hear the two-legged 
speak. " Oh _wow,_ did it! Oh I did it! T-this fixes_ 

everything !_ " 


2 . Of Viking And Dragon 

**A/N: Thank you to who favorited, followed, and reviewed to this 
story, that makes me really happy! I just wanted to tell you guys 
that the reason this story isn't as detailed as others, is because it 
is really a minor story for me, and I'm working on a bigger HTTYD 
project where as this is fic. is more of a hobby for me. So while I 
am still trying my best to make this story presentable to you guys. 

It will not be one of my more detailed ones.** 

**Because of this, updates may not be as quick as you'd like, and 
sometimes I'm just busy. Also, for all of you guys who are wondering 
who's point of view this story is told from, because obviously it's 
not Toothless, I don't really plan to tell you guys that until later 
in the story. And please, bare with me, because this story literally 
is packing a lot more surprises than you'd think. Anyway, R&R and 
enjoy ! ** 
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><p><strong>Blind Trust &amp; Twisted Love<strong> 

**Chapter Two: Of Viking And Dragon** 

_Created By_ 

_DragonRaiderl 997_ 

All dragons have three mental links. The first one, is the thought 
link. The thought link is when a dragon connects their conscience 
with another dragon's, and shares their thoughts with them, trading 
words back and forth. While doing this a dragon has complete control 
over who their sharing their thoughts with and when they want to 
disconnect the link. And the beauty of this is, that on the inside 
the conversation might seem long, but on the outside, they're all 
really held in the blink of an eye. 

The second one is the mind link. This link is really just where the 
private thoughts of a dragon are held. A dragon's thoughts are wholly 
protected in this link, and dragons can immediately sense if another, 
nosy dragon is trying to read their private thoughts. The last link 



is what we dragon's call, the rest link. The rest link is made of up 
of all the dreams dragons have when they're at rest, and whether a 
dragon can connect to another dragon's rest link really just depends 
on how protected the dream is. 

Through these three links, and verbal talk, all dragons of every 
species can communicate with one another. But not two-leggeds, never 
two-leggeds. My ear flaps twitch as the hatchling continues speaking 
in his native tongue, but I can't understand a word. His voice is too 
high to be dragon's, but he's smaller than the others-too small to be 
one of them. Two-legs flock, but as I sniff the air I only smell a 
scent that seems to be of his own. I tilt my head in curiousity, the 
leaves on the bushes around me brushing my scales gently. 

Suddenly, the hatchling places his foot on the Nightcrawler ' s 
foreleg, and the sudden movement makes my top lip pull back in a 
ready growl. With a flash of black the Nightcrawler shoves the 
hatchling away, a loud groan sounding from deep within his chest. I 
wince as I can only imagine his pain, my sharp vision catching as 
some of his scales further split with spiderweb like cracks . The 
two-leg stumbles and lands hard against a large rock, thrusting out a 
small weapon in his paws in alarm. 

My ear flaps fall flat against the back of my head, a low, guttural 
hiss reverberating throughout my body as my forked tongue darts out 
like a snake's. The two-leg doesn't seem to notice, and neither does 
the Nightcrawler, but I catch the twitch of his ear flap out of the 
corner of my eye. Taking slow steps forward, the hatchling nears the 
Nightcrawler enough to lock eyes with him for the first time, and a 
moment of silence fills the air. There are no birds chirping, no 
sounds of wildlife, not even any wind, and the eerie silence makes me 
ruffle my wings in discomfort. 

Tilting my head I sniff the air once more, taking in the smells 
around me. Immediately, the scent of woodland prey and sky animals 
fill my senses, the smell of sea salt and fish faint but there. I 
huff silently, blowing the smells away. The fresh scent of something 
different takes me by surprise, and the tangy, sour pheromone of a 
fear scent rolls off the flesh of the hatchling. Catching it at the 
roof of my mouth I curl my tongue around it, thrusting it into my 
nostrils to get a better sniff of it. My eyes turn to slits as I blow 
the smell away, staring at the small hatchlings. 

The others of his kind smell of blood and death and no fear, but not 
him. Why not him? I narrow my eyes in frustration, my claws digging 
deep into the earth as I paw at the ground impatiently. The hatchling 
positions his weapon at the Nightcrawler ' s heart, flexing his stubby 
claws as his cheeks puff out in... an attempt at intimidation? He 
shakes his head, his odd fur flying everywhere. Is he trying to make 
himself seem bigger? I let out a low warble, the flaps that sit flat 
against my neck flaring out, trying to copy him. 

Bringing the small blade above his head, the two-leg takes a deep 
breath, his chest puffing out as he squeezes his eyes shut. I press 
myself flatter against the ground, inching forward with my hind leg 
muscles bunched up, ready to pounce. If he wants that Nightcrawler, 
he's going to have to go through me first. I let out a low growl as 
he brings the knife even higher, getting ready to pierce through the 
Nightcrawler ' s thin scales and stab flesh. I get ready to leap, teeth 
bared and wings slowly expanding, when the hatchling ... stops . 



He's in a still position, his face twisted up with conflicting 
emotions. My snarl falters as he lets his paws rest on his head, then 
slowly fall to his sides, the tip of his weapon no longer facing the 
Nightcrawler . My ear flaps shoot upwards as he speaks once more, his 
green eyes dulling as he turns away. I let my wings fall as they hit 
the ground with a quiet _thunk, _my eyes widening in disbelief. 

_:What are you doing, hatchling:_ I follow his movements with my eyes 
when he suddenly stops, his paws clenching at his sides. 

My veins grow cold again. Will he turn back? Is he actually going to 
try to kill the Nightcrawler? I inch forward as the thought enters my 
mind, ready for anything as the tip of my ebony paw pokes out from 
under the thick bushes I'm hiding behind. The two-leg looks back at 
the bound dragon, his expression hidden from my gaze as his back of 
odd animal furs faces me. He takes in a deep breath, sighing loudly. 
In a flash of movement he's kneeled down before the Nightcrawler, 
weapon skimming over the black scales. 

My eyes widen and I almost screeched in surprise. How did he move so 
fast? I get ready to attack before my step falters, and once again 
the hatchling takes me by surprise. Instead of stabbing at the 
Nightcrawler, he cuts at the vines that bind him down, sawing through 
each one with quick movements. The Nightcrawler ' s eyes snap open, 
slitted as his body tenses. What kind of two-leg would free him-the 
_Nightcrawler !_-to play a little longer? I don't think any of us 
understand what's happening, but as soon as the last vine falls, he 
pounces . 

A strangled cry slips past the hatchling's maw, the back of his head 
cracking viciously against the dirt ground beneath him. It's then 
that I jump out, letting out a high pitched growl as I raise my 
wings, lowering my head as my ear flaps twitch and swivel. The 
Nightcrawler whips his head in my direction, the growl seeping from 
the cracks in between his fangs seizing as his ear flaps flare out in 
a surprised fashion. But soon he snaps his teeth together, glaring at 
me as he whisks me away with a flick of his tail. 

I dig my claws into the ground as a few speckles of blood shower the 
ground before my paws at the jerking movement, the scent of blood and 
death once again making its way into my nostrils. He goes back to 
looking at the hatchling, whose eyes are wide with fear, his gaze 
flickering between us both as he paws pathetically at the paw holding 
him down. The two-leg is small and weak and frail, and for a second I 
worry that if the Nightcrawler increases his pressure, he will break. 
But I don't voice my thoughts, instead growling at the battered 
dragon . 

_::You need fire on your wounds, leave the hatchling, and let me help 
you::_ He snarls at me, eyes as thin my needle sharp claws, his 
tongue escaping his mouth in a show of anger. My tail lashes in 
frustration and irritation. How can this dragon be so stubborn? I'm 
about to growl at him again when a flash of silver catches my 
attention, and out of the corner of my eye I watch as the hatchling 
stealthily reaches for his fallen weapon, the blade glinting against 
the sunlight as he points the tip at the Nightcrawler ' s side. 

I screech in alarm, my eyes widening. The Nightcrawler looks down at 
the two-leg, catching sight of the small blade. He snarls and 
attempts to move, but with his wounds, he won't be fast enough. In a 



flash I'm at the Nightcrawler ' s side, leaping up on my hind legs as I 
shove him away, sending him softly tumbling and rolling into a thick 
patch of grass. I feel the weapon connect with my body, and it 
wouldn't have hurt so much it it hadn't been at an angle where it 
slips under my black scales, digging deep into tender flesh. 

I roar in pain, leaping away. The sudden movements makes the 
hatchling's wrist jerk, and as I pull away his paw leaves the handle 
of the weapon with a silent pop. But that also pushes the blade in 
deeper, and with another roar of angst I feel the metal tip dig into 
bone. Pain blinds me, and my once sharp eyesight blurs, my head 
suddenly light. In the back of my mind I'm aware of blood spilling 
down my side, dripping down my scales in crimson droplets as some 
already starts to dry under my upturned scales where the wound was 
inflicted . 

My ear flaps cringe as I faintly listen to the Nightcrawler as he 
gets up, an angry snarl leaving his maw, though whether it is 
directed at me or the hatchling I do not know. Wild instinct rushes 
at me, and with fleeting movements I'm suddenly running. All I know 
is that I need to find a quiet, secluded place, so that I can flame 
my wounds and rest. Each step sends a flare of liquid pain shooting 
through my bones and I turn my head, reaching back as I try to pull 
the blade out of where it's lodged. 

I can't reach though, and without knowing where I'm going I crash 
into a tree. I roar in surprise, stumbling as I slip on a rock, 
tumbling over a sudden ledge as I feel something in my ankle pop. The 
world around me spins, the green and brown of the land mixing 
together with the blue and white of the sky, and soon I'm crashing 
hard onto the ground. My wing under me throbs painfully, and the 
scales around my left fore ankle puff out in immediate swelling. I 
let out a defeated warble, weariness overtaking me. 

And as black overcomes my vision I think I hear a shriek from the 
Nightcrawler, and a loud crash that follows. But I don't think much 
of it, and soon I'm asleep. At first everything is black, but after a 
second I can feel my mind slipping into the rest link. Almost 
immediately images of my division fills my head, and in the back of 
my mind I realize that I never _did_ disconnect my thought link with 
them. I must be seeing through their eyes, and as their voices fill 
my head, I realize that I can also hear what they're 
thinking . 

Colors, flashing, fast, bright, red. I can hear my dragon's fright 
before I hear Her hum through their ears, can smell their fear scent 
from their nostrils before I smell the lava and smoke tumbling off 
Her thick hide as She raises Her head from the lava pit. I don't know 
If I'm snarling on the outside, but I am on the inside. I can feel 
their fear, _all _of their fear, and combined it's like a weight that 
threatens to crush me. But I growl and arch my back. They can't 
challenge her, but I will, I _need _to. And I find myself baring my 
fangs in their defence. 

She speaks. Her words a thundering roar that makes the whole volcano 
shudder, I can feel it through my dragons as the rocks they stand on 
shake under their paws. But oddly enough, I can't understand Her, and 
my ear flaps flick as all I hear is Her hum that almost makes my 
scales peel right off from my body. Her large eyes all go in 
different directions, slobber dripping from her colossal fangs as she 



opens her maw in anger, her pupils now slits. With a savage roar she 
snaps at a ledge homing a group of Rock Eaters, and before I can see 
their fate my eyes snap open. 

Everything comes rushing at me, and pain shoots through my body. 
Except ... there _is _no pain. Blinking, I look down at my side, and 
with surprise I realize that the blade is gone. Maybe it... fell out? 

I search the area around me, sniffing the air. No weapon, but I do 
find a speckled trail of blood leading to a sizable lake next to me, 
and as I taste the air I realize that the blood holds the scent of 
me. My blood? My eyes narrow in confusion, and I move to stand up. A 
throbbing ache stabs at me, and with a groan of pain I sit back 
down . 

Blinking once more, I turn my head in circles, taking in the area 
around me. I'm in a cove of some sort, with high stone walls, and 
trees growing out of the sides. I probably won't be able to fly out 
until I heal a bit more, but as long as I have water I'll be fine, 
since dragons can survive without food for weeks on end. My eyes stop 
traveling as they land on a black figure, completely still and 
predatory, back arched and white teeth bared, green slitted eyes 
clashing with my purple ones. As memories of the Nightcrawler come 
rushing back, I jump to my paws. 

The pain is intense, but I don't even wince, my claws unsheathed and 
ready for battle. It takes a while, but I realize that he isn't 
attacking, and it doesn't look like he is going to any time soon. I 
let my body relax a little, but my ear flaps stay pointed downwards, 
the corners of my eyes sharp and my claws glinting in warning. He 
doesn't approach me, just stares, as silent as the night his name 
holds. I break the silence, voice emotionless. _::So, what happened? 
Why are you here::_ He doesn't answer, and for a long while he stays 
still . 

But suddenly he turns his back on me, walking away as his tail lashes 
out, showing me his missing tailfin. It looks better, and the wound 
had closed, but the lack of the actual fin is evident, and suddenly I 
understand. Of course he tried flying away from the two-leg, but 
instead crashed in here. My eyes narrow at the thought of the 
two-leg. :What happened to the hatchling:: _The Nightcrawler 
freezes, one of his paw stilled in midair. I can see his spinal 
spikes bristle, his claws unsheathing to their full length as the 
scales behind his neck raise. 

I get ready for him to attack, my body low to the ground in a flash. 
But he doesn't move. His irritation is clear, but after a moment he 
continues to stalk forward, away from me. I huff, my nostrils flaring 
as I tilt my head in confusion. What is _wrong _with this dragon? 

It's like his mood is everywhere! He's as bad as a Preener! _:No 
offense: _I say to myself, thinking about all the Preeners in my 
division. Oh no, my division! I feel my whole body deflate, panic 
coursing through my veins as my eyes widen. 

Are they ok? How did the raid go? Has she noticed that me and the 
Nightcrawler are gone? What am I thinking? Of _course_ She noticed 
that we're gone! How did She react though? Did She kill anyone? The 
last thought makes my stomach turn, my throat clenching as something 
like a wail escapes me. The Nightcrawler looks at me, his eyes wide 
in obvious surprise. But I don't care, I'm too busy worrying over the 
dragons back at the Nest. What if... what if they think I _abandoned 



_them? That I ran and fled and left them all to suffer? 

I miss how the Nightcrawler tilts his head in questioning, his ear 
flaps pointing towards the sky as his nose twitches, taking in the 
fear scent that drifts out from the pores under my scales. I look up 
at the sky, my eyes roaming over the vast sea of blue and the tufts 
of white clouds that are jumbled together in random groupings. For a 
second I'm reminded of my division, and I know now: I have to go 
back. The Nest may be a living nightmare with Her around, but I can't 
let my dragons think that I left them behind. 

I unfurl my wings from my sides and spread them out to their full 

length, crouching down low as I bunch up my leg muscles and prepare 

to take off, but then I freeze. Remembering, I turn my head to find 
the Nightcrawler, only to see that he's already watching me with a 
piercing gaze. But he's not looking at me, he's looking at my 
_tailfins. _I can't tell If I really see longing in his eyes, but I 
practically _feel _his sorrow that fills the air. And with a start, I 

realize that _he ' s _my dragon too, he's part of my division, and I 

can't just leave him behind either. 

I snap my wings closed, raising up as I turn my whole body towards 
him. His green eyes snap upwards to lock with mine, and for a second 
I think I see surprise and confusion in them, but soon they're back 
to being cold and hard. _::I'm not leaving you::_ His eyes widen, but 
no emotion shows. And for the first time when I talk to him, he 
doesn't growl at me. He just stand there, watching me, waiting for 
what I have to say next._ :: Whether you like it or not you're stuck 
with me, at least until you can fly again: 

He does snarl at me this time, his face contorting into anger and 
hostility so fast that it gives me whiplash. He turns around and 
stalks away, frustration in each of his steps, and for the life of me 
I can't figure out why. But suddenly who whips out his wings-his 
_large _wings-and shoots off into the sky. It's surprises me at how 
high he gets, but soon he starts to falter, and with a screech he 
falls back down to earth, crashing hard on the ground. I snort, an 
odd but familiar scent catching in my nostrils as I do so. 

My eyes turn to slits as the smell of the same two-leg who had shot 
down the Nightcrawler grows stronger, and ignoring the aching in my 
side I dart behind a bush. I let out a small yelp as pain shoots 
through my left fore ankle, forgetting that I'd sprained it when I'd 
fell into the cove. The Nightcrawler doesn't notice though, and 
continues trying to take off. I watch as he shoots up, scraping at 
the stone walls with his sharp claws as he tries to find a grip, but 
eventually he falls back down. 

The Nightcrawler tries to propel himself off of a fallen log, and 
with each failing attempt I find myself pitying him. My wounds will 
heal fully, and so will his, but at the end of the day. I'll be the 
only one out of the two of us who can still fly. The thought leaves 
my mind as the finless dragon shoots a frustrated plasma blast at the 
ground, the grass burning and soil charring as a smothering ash coats 
the spot where his blast had hit. He paws at the ground in 
irritation, shaking his head as his ear flaps slap hard against the 
sides of his neck. 


He takes off again, flying gracefully into the sky for a few seconds 
before he crashes hard on the ground. I wince as he lands shoulder 



first, his wings hanging limp at his sides in defeat. He doesn't 
move, but lets out a loud groan, whether filled with pain or sadness 
I can't tell. I catch a flash of movement in the water in front of 
him, and I guess he does too, because he slowly gets up. Lunging at 
the water he snaps around for any fish, finally pulling back after a 
few seconds with his jaws empty. 

I can feel his disappointment, and the hungry rumble of his stomach 
makes my ear flaps twitch. I, on the other hand, don't feel the 
slightest ounce of famin. The thought makes me tilt my head in 
confusion. Why am I not hungry? My stomach feels full, and my energy 
limitless. An idea reaches me, and with wonderment I look up at the 
Nightcrawler . Did he... did he _feed _me while I was unconscious? Is 
that why he's so hungry, because he gave me the fish he was able to 
catch and left himself to starve? 

Guilt bites at me, and I almost move to help him when a sudden _clink 
_reaches my ears. Me and the Nightcrawler both look up at the same 
time, at the same thing. The hatchling rests on a rock on the ledge 
of the cove wall, one of his paws held out, and the other holding a 
small brown object. One of his limbs is wrapped, the paw that I had 
probably injured while pulling away from his stabbing weapon. I growl 
lowly at the thought. His green eyes are wide, his chest still as he 
holds his breath. 

I wait for the Nightcrawler ' s growl, but he doesn't make a sound. 
Instead, the two-leg tilts his head in questioning, and the black 
dragon does the same. Everything is still, and nothing seems to move. 
But suddenly the hatchling scrambles away, throwing one last look 
over his shoulder at the Nightcrawler before squeezing through a 
small crack in the wall and disappearing. I watch the Nightcrawler 
with a steady gaze, wondering what he's thinking. What would happen 
if I tried to connect my thought link to his again? I immediately 
vote against it . 

He would probably just attack me, though this time, there would be no 
vines to hold him back. The Nightcrawler finally moves, shaking his 
body as if he's wet, and unfurling his wings as he takes off. Walking 
out of the bush I was hiding behind I make my way to the lake, my ear 
flaps shooting upwards as I hear him crash behind me, and then 
swirling as the wind brushes against them harshly. I crouch down low 
to the ground, stalking closer to the water, my eyes trailing a fish 
that swims too close to the edge. Baring my teeth, I lunge for 
it . 

There's a large splash as water covers my face, speckling my wings 
and back. The taste of fresh blood and rich meat runs overs my tongue 
and dribbles down my throat, the sound of soft bones crunching under 
my fangs making me let out a small purr. I turn around, fish in my 
mouth, and look for the Nightcrawler. His eyes are already on me, and 
with a grunt I fling the food at him. It lands a couple feet away 
from his paws, and his ear flaps flick as he stares at him, nose 
twitching before he looks back up at me. 

_::Eat:: _I growl out, nodding at the fish before turning my back and 
walking away. I can feel his eyes on me, but after a few long seconds 
there's a low growl, and then the chomping of him eating the fish and 
swallowing it whole. I smile smugly, but it soon disappears from my 
muzzle, weariness nipping at my bones and very blood. My wings rest 
heavily at my sides, and as soon as I crouch down to rest I'm fast 



asleep. My mind slips into the rest link once more, but this time I 
don't dream, and everything is just black. 

For once I welcome the silence, and the throbbing in my head dies 
down. I don't know how much time passes, maybe hours, maybe days, but 
it feels like forever. As soon as my eyes crack open I expect to see 
my dragons filing into their divisions around me, a red hue 
illuminating the stone walls around me. But I don't, and my ear flaps 
flick at the apsense of Her voice in my head. Surprisingly though, 
it's not a sound that wakes me, but a smell. My nose twitches as I 
sniff the air, my tongue curling around the scent: fish. 

But not just any fish, it's cod. My mouth waters at the thought of 
the juicy fish, and my tongue shoots out to lick my chops hungrily. I 
thrust my muzzle in the air, sniffing the scent once more, tasting it 
as my eyes narrow. There's a husky smell hidden just underneath the 
smell of fish, and I snort as I try to find out what it is. Movement 
catches my eye, and as I whip my head to the side purple clash with 
green. The hatchling looks at me with fear, a pathetic shield that I 
could blast away in a second held out in front of him. 

I don't understand, _why_ does he keep coming back? Didn't the 
Nightcrawler and I show him that we are not his to kill? I snarl, the 
bridge of my nose crinkling as my tail thrashes wildly behind me like 
an ebony whip. In a second something big and black is next to me, and 
the scales lining the back of my neck raise in alarm at the sudden 
arrival. I turn my snarl towards it, before realizing that it's only 
the Nightcrawler, and my ear flaps flick in annoyance. :Nice of you 
to join me::_ I regret it as soon as I say it, but don't 
apologize . 

The Nightcrawler doesn't even spare me a second glance, instead his 
eyes stay on the hatchling, ear flaps twitching as a low growling 
slips past his maw. The sound of it makes my scales tingle, and I go 
back to staring slits at the two-leg. Visible beads of sweat dribble 
down his soft two-leg flesh, and the smell of it makes me snort. He 
flinches, eyes wide as his small chest rises and falls with each of 
his quick breaths. Baring my teeth I snap my fangs together, the loud 
_click _of it making his breath hitch. 

_Very slowly, _ the hatchling reaches out his paw that holds the cod. 
Me and the Nightcrawler both snarl, and while he hesitates for a 
second, he swallows down his fear and throws the fish onto the 
ground. I narrow my eyes in confusion. What is he? Not Viking, he 
doesn't smell nor look like them. But I've seen him outside his den 
during the raids, his mother never hid him, and I've never seen his 
sire. But he always causes so much destruction, with his long limbs 
and noisy movements. 

That's always made me cautious, for surely he can not truly be that 
clumsy. But the Nightcrawler inches forward. I almost roar at him to 
stay back, before realizing that he's probably still hungry. That 
fish I caught for him was barely enough to ebb away the weariness 
that comes with starvation. I keep a close eye on him just encase the 
hatchlings tries something, ready to spring into action with a snarl 
slipping past my muzzle and my fangs glinting. But the two are 
completely focused on each other, as if I'm not even here. 

The Nightcrawler inches forward, slitted eyes still warily watching 
the two-leg. The hatchling in return just follows his movements with 



his forest green eyes, a look of awe and wonderment on his face. I 
snort, wings unfurled and claws out, already digging deep into the 
earth below me. Rolling out his tongue the Nightcrawler licks the 
fish, probably making sure it isn't poisoned, before biting at its 
tail and flinging it high in the air, catching it in his mouth before 
swallowing it whole and licking his chops. 

My ear flaps flick as the hatchling lets out a small gasp, and as if 
by some impulse he takes a step forward. I snarl at him, rearing back 
on my hind legs as I snap my wings out at my sides. But it doesn't 
matter anyway, because with a _thunk _the shield held by the two-leg 
gets caught in between the slip of rocks he's standing in, and as he 
tries to tug it free hastily, it won't budge. I lower myself back to 
the ground, trying to hold back a laugh as a small, amused warble 
escapes me. 

The hatchling looks up at me, surprised, before once again tugging at 
his wooden protection. Finally, with an annoyed huff, he crouches 
down and slips out from under it. The Nightcrawler growls, echoed by 
my warning tones as I claw at the ground, the black beast next to me 
pressing his ear flaps flat against the back of his skull. The 
two-leg stumbles backwards, knocking into his shield, and with a loud 
_crack _and a _pop, _it comes loose. He goes tumbling down, landing 
on the wooden shield with a loud groan. 

To my surprise, the Nightcrawler slowly slinks towards the fallen 
boy, his lithe figure like a dark shadow against the burning sunlight 
overhead. I watch with a wary gaze, a growl still rumbling from deep 
within my chest. As the Nightcrawler gets closer and closer to the 
hatchling I open my maw, ready to flame the two-leg to a crisp at the 
first sign of danger. The boy sits up, eyes closed as he holds his 
head against his hand. He opens up his eyes, seeing the the black 
dragon's face inches away from his, before screaming. 

I wince, and the Nightcrawler pounces. Placing a powerful paw against 
the boy's chest he snorts, auburn fur ruffling slightly at the sudden 
air against it. I relax slightly at the sight of the two-legged 
contained. He couldn't of hurt us anyway, he's to small-to weak, to 
overpower us. The Nightcrawler leans down closer, sniffing. Puzzled, 

I sniff to, and am surprised to find the scent of cod still on him. 
It's not of the one the Nightcrawler ate, but a fresh scent. He still 
has fish on him, where though, I can't see. 

As if reading our minds, the boy slowly reaches in his hide of furs, 
flinching at the Nightcrawler ' s warning growl, before continuing on 
and pulling out another fish. At seeing the food the finless dragon 
retracts his teeth, reaching for the fish. The hatchling speaks, 
surprised at he gazes at where his fangs used to be, mumbling 
something to himself. As if snapping out of a stupor he pulls the 
fish away before the Nightcrawler can clamp down on it, holding it 
high above his head. He says something, before turning and looking at 
me . 

My ear flaps shoot up in surprise and alarm, my every vein buzzing 
with caution as I stare into his eyes. They are bright and _big, _the 
obvious eyes of a hatchling like him, and so very green, just like 
the Nightcrawler ' s . The boy says something, before maneuvering the 
fish around himself and the dragon pinning him down, and holding out 
the food towards me. The scent of the fresh kill makes my stomach 
grumble, but I snarl at it, crouching down as my back arches 



dangerously, the spinal spikes decorating my black bristling 
dangerously . 


He pulls back his hand, eyes wide with fear. And in that second the 
Nightcrawler snatches up the food with his gums, leaping off the boy 
(who gasps at the sudden loss of weight) , and landing right next to 

me. I stare into his eyes, trying to find some emotion in them. But 

their dark and cold, zig zagging lines of yellow dancing inside of 

them, but holding no real light. He holds the fish out for me, 

snorting, before letting it fall before my paws. I stare at it, my 
stomach turning. _::I'm not hungry:: _I growl out, suddenly 
distrustful . 

He doesn't look at me odd, or growl back at me in response. Only 
scoops up the cod, spares me one final glance, before swallowing it 
like he did the other, not even chewing. Suddenly I don't want to be 
where I am, and I turn around, whipping out my wings as I crouch 
down. I can see the hatchling me out of the corner of my eye, and I 
snarl at him one last time, before shooting off into the sky. I'm not 
leaving the Nightcrawler, I'll come back, but I need to clear my 
head, and flying always helps. 

I can't remember the last time I flew in daylight. The sky is blue, 
dabbled with white blotches of fluffy clouds, and so _bright . _I 
squint, my eyes used to the ominous red hue of the volcano I've 
dwelled in for so long, unnatural to the surreal brightness of 
everything. It's takes me by surprise how everything seems crisper, 
cleaner, sharper. With the sun bathing the land I can make out every 
wisp of grass below, and without the thundering sounds of my 
division's beating wings behind me, I can hear the faintest trickling 
of water. 

And with my heightened senses my ear flaps swirl to the left as I 
pick up a soft _thunk, _faint and in the far distance of the island, 
but audible. I tilt my wings and swerve in that direction, my 
curiosity getting the better of me. Flapping my wings silently I let 
my gaze drag over the ground below, trying to find the source of the 
noise. It sounds again, louder this time, and I dive down to land on 
the ground quietly, instinctively hiding behind any shadows and 
shrubs that I can find. I point my snout in the air, 
sniffing . 

Opening my maw I curl my tongue around the various smells, my 
nostrils flaring as the scent of pine trees, rodents, soil, and 
forest fruits fill my senses. I snort unsatisfied, before I smell 
something else. Sweat and a light drizzle of blood, covered by the 
natural scents of the woods around me. My eyes slit at the husky 
undertone of it, defining the creature as a definite two-leg. I tread 
lightly, padding on mossy leaves and stepping over twigs as I quickly 
start covering the distance between me and the two-leg. 

As I near it the scent around me starts to change, and the smell of 
sweat grows thicker. I can taste grime in the air, and my ear flaps 
twitch at the sound of harsh breaths. Ducking behind a bush I go on 
high alert, creeping forwards slowly as a loud _thunk_ reaches me. 

The sound of pawsteps makes me crouch down lower, my wings tightly 
pressed tightly against my sides as I still my tail. Nudging some 
leaves away from my eyes I look into a small clearing, eyes narrowed 
as I spot the two-leg I've been tracking. 



It's a female, and by her body size and height I can tell she's a 
hatchling, but she doesn't look like one. Her frame is small and 
thin, but muscles are visible on her body, and the blade she holds 
should be too heavy for her paws to carry, but she lifts it with 
ease. She walks tall and confident, chest puffed out, even though no 
one else is around. But it's her eyes that really get to me. Hard and 
cold and empty, like the Nightcrawler ' s , except her's are blue. 
They're a light blue, like the ocean in the daylight, or an iceberg, 
but they're crisper than both. 

Her gaze is sharp, criticising, and strong, but more defensive than 
anything. It's like her eyes are a savage snarl, a warning, the last 
thing you see before she strikes. Always ready, always calculating, 
and always fierce. She looks like a strong warrior and fighter, and I 
spare a second to admire that. Females, even dragon females, are seen 
as no match for the males, but those like her and I, we show what 
we're really capable of. I'm drawn away from my thought as she throws 
her blade with a grunt, and it hits truly, sinking deeply into a 
tree . 

I watch as she retrieves it, turning around so that she can make her 
way back to her throwing point. She pushes the blonde fur on top of 
her head away from her piercing blue eyes, and at the tilted angle of 
her head, her pupils almost look like the slits of a dragon, but as 
soon as I blink they go back to normal. I shake my head, the leaves 
ruffling around me loudly. She freezes, as do I, and she looks up. 

Her paws clench at her sides, and as she looks around all I can do is 
try to slink away silently. That's when she spots me. 


End 
f lie . 



